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to the refined pleasures of the senses. For some
reason or other the beauty of the Alhambra is
always suggestive to me of ease and summer'time,
and short-lived contentment of spirit....

Before leaving Granada, we go again to the
Alhambra Hill at night. From the summit of the
hill one looks down upon the girdle of white
houses five hundred feet below. No sound breaks
the drowsy silence. And further away still the
green, with its orchards and gardens, sleeps in the
moonlight. Behind us, and on either hand, stand
higher brown hills, and above these again others
rise purple clad till the furthest ranges melt into
the snowcrowned serrated line of the Sierra
Nevada. The wonderful gradation of coloring
seems to find its climax in this sharp contrast.
But as you look again through the mountain
ranges, piled tier on tier, towards the silver dia-
dem of the highest height, you are more startled
at seeing how the pure white radiance of the snow
shows off the beauty of the blue cope of heaven.
Nature has surpassed herself here, and seems to
have borrowed the purpose of Art, deliberately
heightening her usual effects. As a rule, every hue
and line in Nature is harmonious, but here the
contrasts are so sharp and decisive that they seem
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